The Great Sleepover: A Satirical One-Act Play Featuring PM 
Alco and Sleepy Joe Biden 
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DISCLAIMER: 

This is a satirical work of fiction. Any resemblance to real people, living or half-living, is 
purely coincidental. If you laugh at it, that's on you. If you don't, well... that's also on you. 
Don't ban it; it's just satire, folks—like those pieces you love when the jokes are on 
conservatives. 


ACTI 
Scene 1: The Oval Office — The Most Powerful Room in the World 


(The scene opens with the sterile, over-polished Oval Office. The flags of the United States 
and Australia hang in the background. PM Alco, dressed in his usual "trying-too-hard" suit, 
enters with a nervous grin. His thinning hair looks like it’s just been flattened by a hard day 
of poor decision-making. President Sleepy Joe Biden sits behind the iconic Resolute Desk, 
playing with a toy airplane.) 


PM Alco: (beaming) G'day, mate! Joe, my ol' cobber! I’ve been dreaming about this day, 
mate—visiting the Big House. Gotta say, though, the place is way smaller in person. But 
mate, can I ask ya somethin’... can I see the nucular briefcase? 


Biden: (perks up) The nucular briefcase, you say? You want to see that thing, huh? 
(chuckles, barely following the conversation) Sure, sure, Alco... why not? It’s around here 
somewhere. We could always nuke Russia, China, and... (long pause) and... uh... 

(He squints, trying to remember the third one.) 


PM Alco: (half-jokingly) And Australia, right? 


Biden: (grinning broadly) Yeah, Australia! That’s right. Let’s nuke all those commie 
bastards! Throws an enthusiastic thumbs up. 


(Suddenly, an anonymous advisor wearing a face mask enters, clipboard in hand, expression 
hidden behind a suspiciously government-issued face covering. ) 


Anonymous Advisor: (in a muffled voice) Uh, sir... Alco... Mr. Prime Minister... aren’t 
you, uh, from Australia? 


PM Alco: (sighs, dejected) Ah yeah, I guess you're right, mate. But truth be told, everyone in 
Australia hates me now anyway. Even the miserable left-whingers call me a failed PM. Can 
you believe that, Joe? The same folks who once called me their progressive poster boy at all 
pride events! 


Biden: (squinting) You, too, huh? (pauses to gather his thoughts, which seem to scatter like 
autumn leaves) You know, I was raised by a single mum too! Or wait, no... was it a two- 
parent household? Eh, either way, I turned out alright. How about we discuss it over some ice 
cream, in bed, my little Aussie mate? C'mon, let’s head to my bedroom where it’s all cozy 
and free from distractions. I keep a stash of Rocky Road in there. 


PM Alco: (eyes lighting up) Oh boy! I love ice cream, thanks, Grandpa Joe! Let's go, 
Brandon! (giggles like a schoolboy who’s just been handed a bag of candy) 


(Both leaders exit the Oval Office, heading toward the private chambers of the President.) 


Scene 2: The Presidential Suite — Where Power and Ice Cream Meet 

(The stage is dimly lit, with a ridiculously oversized bed in the center. Joe Biden and PM 
Alco are sitting cross-legged on top of the luxurious king-size bed, each holding an ice cream 
cone. Biden’s pajamas have little stars and stripes on them. PM Alco’s pajamas have 


kangaroos, as one would expect.) 


Biden: (licking his cone) So, little Albo, what’s your favourite, uh, you know, one of those 
Kama Sutra things? 


PM Alco: (gulping, clearly flustered) Kama... what now? 


Biden: (innocently) You know, those intimate, uh, positions. You Aussies have anything 
special down under for me? 


PM Alco: (not wanting to seem like a virgin or a fool) Oh, mate, yeah! We’ve got the 
"Kangaroo position." That’s my favourite. 


Biden: (eyes twinkling with excitement) Kangaroo? Tell me more! I wanna try this one with 
you. Hurry up and eat your ice cream, Albo. We’ve got delicate diplomacy to engage in here. 


(Alco, panicking, throws his half-eaten ice cream cone out the window dramatically, landing 
it on an unsuspecting secret service man’s head. He stands up in the bed, rips off his 
jammies, awkwardly assuming a stance he believes resembles a kangaroo in mid-jump.) 


PM Alco: (wobbling slightly) Righto, mate! This is it! The Kangaroo! 


(Just as Biden removes his pajama pants PM Alco strikes his most ridiculous version of “The 
Kangaroo,” the anonymous advisor bursts through the bedroom door, looking exasperated.) 


Anonymous Advisor: Mr. President! We’ve got an emergency on our hands! 


Biden: (annoyed) Can’t it wait until morning? Can’t you see I’m engaged in very delicate 
negotiations with our Australian friends? 


Anonymous Advisor: (urgently) No, sir, it’s a national emergency! Donald Trump has gone 
up two points against Kamala Harris in the Presidential Polls, and we need you to authorize 
Execution Order 3.0 immediately! 


PM Alco: (gulping nervously) Don’t you mean Executive Order 3.0? 


Biden: (mumbling) Yeah nah, mate. This is Execution Order 3.0. We’ve already had two 
cracks at this punk, but our DE]I-trained snipers just ain’t what they used to be. 


PM Alco: (confused) But I thought you Yanks only hired the best? 


Biden: (shaking his head) Oh, we hire the best, alright... they just can’t shoot straight, 
something to do with Pride or the Rainbow colours. It’s complicated, Albo. 


(The anonymous advisor finally pulls down their mask, revealing themselves to be none other 
than former President Barack Obama.) 


Obama: (groaning) God damn, Joe, will you just sign the order already? We’ ve got intel that 
Trump will be at KFC in Dallas in 30 minutes. The CIA strike team is ready to go, and the 
Colonel’s secret recipe won’t save him this time! 


PM Alco: (excitedly) I knew it was you, Barry! You’re my hero! 


Biden: (grabbing the nearest pen) Okay, okay! Pll sign it, but... (smirks, looking at Alco) 
why don’t we invite Barry here to join us in this diplomatic exchange? 


(As Biden prepares to sign the Execution Order, his ice cream cone slips from his hand and 
lands directly in his lap. PM Alco, never one to miss a chance to suck up, dives—err, 
“volunteers ”—to lick up the mess.) 


PM Alco: (enthusiastically) ll get that for ya, Joe! 


(As PM Alco tends to Biden’s melted ice cream situation, Obama, in a move no one saw 
coming, takes off his jacket and slacks, and joins the bed-bound scene.) 


Obama: (sighing as he climbs in) Ah, it’s good to be back in the world’s most powerful bed. 
Feels just like old times, Joe. Just like old times... 


THE END 
(Or maybe... it’s only just beginning?) 


FINAL DISCLAIMER: 

Any resemblances to actual living, half-living, or otherwise oblivious political figures are 
purely coincidental. This is a satirical work of fiction and should not be taken seriously. 
Unless you want to laugh—then by all means, laugh away. But seriously, if you feel the urge 
to censor this, just remember, we all laughed when the jokes were about conservative figures, 
didn’t we? Let’s keep the spirit of humour alive, even when it’s aimed at the left. 


There you have it, folks — a satirical masterpiece capturing the essence of political absurdity 
in this crazy world we live in. PM Alco and Sleepy Joe’s Great Sleepover isn’t just a work 
of fiction, it’s a bloody ripper reminder of just how off-the-rails things have become. 


As always, share this around. Let’s give Aussies (and our mates overseas) something to laugh 


at. Laughter is the best medicine, after all — especially when we’re living through this kind of 
madness. 


Cheers, 


Senator Papahatziharalambrous (Often censored or banned, and mostly by both my left 
and right wing governments in collusion with foreign big tech companies). 


God Bless Australia! 


Senator Papahatziharalambrous @Takin_Thepis_s on X 


